
Captain’s log, stardate 67099.5: 

The Dauntless is returning to Starbase 719, where a Remmler Array has been assembled 

to provide the scheduled five-year baryon sweep of each of the Fifth Fleet’s starships.  

Already the USS Sarek, Besiege, and Corsair have undergone the maintenance cycle, 

which removes large amounts of radiation that build up in the hulls of starships that 

travel for extended periods at warp, and the Dauntless is next on the schedule.  Due to 

the fact the procedure is rather extensive and requires the evacuation of the entire crew 

and all living organic material from the ship, as the baryon sweep is fatal to such life 

forms, we expect to be at Home Plate for at least a week. 

Koester, commanding Dauntless, out. 

 

 

 Fleet Captain Peter J. Koester, commanding officer of the Sovereign-class Fifth Fleet flagship USS 

Dauntless NCC-75310, sat behind his desk in his ready room.  Across the desk from him sat the starship’s first 

officer, the Terran-Vulcan-Efrosian Commander Setton To’Lock Arbelo, and the starship’s Chief of the Boat, the 

El-Aurian Pono R. Kyman.  All three men were reviewing a series of procedures displayed on padds they were 

either holding, were strewn across the desk, or displayed on Koester’s computer monitor. 

 “This is the first baryon sweep I’ve been a part of,” Koester commented as they reviewed several 

checklists.  “My first Dauntless was only in its fourth year of service when it was destroyed, and this Dauntless has 

undergone baryon sweeps while in shipyard overhauls during the periods I wasn’t in command.  I never before 

realized how involved the procedures are!” 

 “This is my third sweep, Skipper,” Kyman said.  “It seems like they add more regulations and checklists 

every time a starship goes through one of these.” 

 Koester nodded in apparent agreement as he read another step in the manual he was reviewing.  “Be sure 

all living biological samples are removed from the vessel and placed in appropriate storage locations a minimum of 

100 kilometers from the Remmler Array?  Does this mean we need to have the entire ship’s arboretum pulled up and 

stored aboard the starbase when we get there?  That’ll take days!” 

 “Might I recommend we do what they did on the last ship I was aboard during one of these sweeps, 

Skipper?” Kyman asked.  “We only removed the irreplaceable plants that had been collected during our voyage, 

which there weren’t many of to begin with, and leave the rest?” 

 “But won’t the baryon sweep kill anything living and organic?” Arbelo asked, looking over at the COB. 

 “Yes, but we can always replace the common plants with stock from Home Plate’s garden that they use to 

supply new colonies in the AOR.” 

 “Sounds like a plan to me, and it saves having to assign half a dozen junior crew members that can be put 

to better use elsewhere,” Koester agreed, making another check on his list.  “COB, I want you to compile the crew 

manifest.  I’m putting you in charge of making sure every member of the crew, including all pets, are off the ship no 

less than two hours prior to initiation of the sweep.” 

 “Aye, Skipper,” Kyman agreed. 

 “Speaking of pets, what’s happening with yours?” Arbelo asked. 

 “I’m putting Cassie in charge of Nanook for the duration,” Koester replied.  “One less problem for me to 

worry about.  Now, Exec, we’re going to evacuate all non-essential personnel as soon as we reach Home Plate.  I’m 

putting Counselor Gera in charge of the civilians and Commander Kyler in charge of all Starfleet personnel.  The 

ship will be run by a skeleton crew until we’re inside the array.  Once the ship is in position inside the array, I’m 

putting you in charge of initiating the final evacuation of the remaining crew.  Make sure Commander Wallace and 

Doctor Kelley have all their biological samples transported off the ship – I’m reserving the Marine landing craft 

Normandy for that task.  Also tell Alasdair that I need him to personally verify all the science labs are cleared of 

personnel and equipment easily damaged by the sweep before we commence final evacuation.” 



 “Aye, sir,” Arbelo agreed.  He then added, “The procedure takes several hours to complete, plus there must 

be at least two hours following the completion of the sweep before a skeleton crew can return to the ship.  Are we 

just letting the crew go on liberty aboard the station the whole time?” 

 “This crew has worked hard the last few months, particularly during the incident on New Romulus.  I think 

they deserve a break,” Koester replied.  “I’ve arranged with Captain Pearson to reserve a quadrant of the botanical 

garden along the shore of the boating lake for a ship’s cook-out and picnic.  Everyone in the crew is invited, but 

attendance is not mandatory.” 

 “A cook-out, huh?” Arbelo asked, his mouth already watering over the thought of grilled steaks and hot 

dogs.  “Annika and I will definitely be there.” 

 “Good.  What’s our ETA at the station?” Koester asked. 

 “Estimated time of arrival at Home Plate is 30 hours present speed,” Arbelo replied after checking data on 

another padd he was holding.  “The baryon sweep is scheduled to start at 1000 hours the morning after next, stardate 

67107.9.” 

 “Good.  I think we can be prepared by then.” 
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 The Dauntless had reached Starbase 719, and the majority of the crew were beamed over to the station 

while the last-minute preparations for the baryon sweep were performed. 

 Down in his quarters, Fleet Captain Koester was talking with his protégé, Ensign Cassie Koester, as he 

placed a harness on his daughter Gem’s pet – an alien creature she had found during a planetary survey five years 

earlier that she had named Nanook and which resembled a fluffy white dog unless you got him really, really angry. 

 “You have everything you’re going to need for the next 72 hours already beamed over to the station, 

right?” Koester asked the ensign, who looked young but was in fact centuries old. 

 “Yes, Captain,” Cassie replied with a smile.  “Nanook and I have been looking forward to this visit to the 

base.  Nookie wants to visit the botanical garden so he can sniff around some real trees instead of the holographic 

reproductions aboard the ship.” 

 “And how is Nookie even aware of where he’s going?  He’s a dog!  ...Well, sort-of.” 

 “Oh, trust me,” Cassie said.  “He knows.” 

 Almost as if confirming the ensign’s remark, Nanook barked once, his curled tail wagging excitedly as he 

looked at Captain Koester with what could be described as a grin. 

 “Just don’t let him get loose,” Koester warned.  “You know he doesn’t come when called, and I don’t want 

any accidents if he encounters someone he doesn’t like.” 

 “Don’t worry, Cap.  He’s in good hands,” Cassie assured as Koester handed her the dog’s leash and she 

kneeled down to scratch his head vigorously.  “Isn’t that right, Nookie?” she asked in a baby-voice.  Nanook barked 

again happily in reply. 

 “I should be over there no later than 0800 hours morning after next,” Koester advised.  “Do me a favor and 

make sure everything is set up for the cook-out.” 



 “Will do.  See you the day after tomorrow,” Cassie said a moment before she and Nanook exited the 

captain’s quarters. 

 Finally alone, Koester looked around his quarters quickly to see if there was anything that still needed to be 

removed.  Satisfied all was as it should be, he left his quarters and made his way to main engineering to oversee 

progress on the installation of field diverters that were being put in place to protect key pieces of equipment.  As he 

was passing through deck five, the captain almost literally bumped into his chief science officer, Commander 

Alasdair Wallace, as the Scotsman was exiting one of the ship’s many science laboratories. 

 “Good afternoon, Commander,” Koester said, taking a step back.  “Everything going according to 

schedule?” 

 “Aye, Cap’n,” Wallace replied, tapping a lock code into the keypad next to the door before looking at the 

captain.  “I’ve completed th’ safety checks on all secondary hull science labs an’ I’m workin’ on th’ primary hull.  I 

should be done before 1900 hours.” 

 “Good.  Remember, remaining command staff will meet on the bridge at 0745 on the morning of the sweep 

so we can all beam off together.” 

 “Aye, I’ll be there,” Wallace said in his heavy Scottish accent.  “Certainly don’ want t’ be left behind when 

th’ base starts th’ baryon sweep, now do I?” 

 “I would say not.  I hear it’s an extremely painful way to die,” Koester agreed before saying, “Carry on.  I 

have to check on Mister Bloom and his staff.” 

 “Aye, sair.  I’ll see ya’ at th’ picnic.” 

 Koester entered a turbolift and within minutes was passing through the doors of main engineering.  The 

warp core was already dark, the shutdown procedure the first item the ship’s chief engineer – the emotional Vulcan 

Commander Jeff Bloom – had accomplished as soon as the ship reached the starbase and taken position station-

keeping a short distance outside the spacedock. 

 “Status, Jeff?” Koester asked as he walked across the space to where Bloom was watching two junior 

engineers install devices onto the panels where bio-neural gel packs were located. 

 “Just started getting the field diverters into place in here,” Bloom reported. 

 “Will you get them all installed in time?” the captain asked with concern. 

 “Definitely,” Bloom replied with a smile, still a strange expression to see on the face of a Vulcan even after 

all the years Koester had known him.  “We installed the diverters in science labs four, six and seven yesterday while 

the ship was still en route to the station.  Main engineering and labs eight, ten, and eleven are all that is left.  We’ll 

be done by this time tomorrow.” 

 “Great.  Tell your staff to beam over to the station as soon as they’re finished.  And remember, command 

staff members assemble on the bridge at 0745 on sweep day.” 

 “I’ll be there,” Bloom assured. 

 

* * * * 

 

Captain’s log, stardate 67107.6: 

The remaining command staff members – myself, Commander Arbelo, Commander 

Wallace, Commander Bloom, Lieutenant Commander Riker, and Chief Kyman – have 

gathered on the bridge.  After a brief tour of the ship to make sure the crew has properly 

evacuated and all checklist items have been met, we are now ready to beam over to 

Starbase 719 ourselves. 

Koester, commanding Dauntless, out. 

 

 

 Fleet Captain Koester looked around the bridge.  The ship had been maneuvered into position inside the 

Remmler Array the prior evening and most systems had been shut down.  All that remained was to disable all 



command functions.  The bridge looked strange, almost eerie, with only two consoles and the master situations 

monitor at the back of the bridge still functioning. 

 “Are we all set?” Koester asked. 

 “All systems ready for the sweep,” Bloom confirmed. 

 “All crew and family members have been evacuated to the starbase, Skipper,” Kyman added. 

 “I think we’re ready, Peter,” Arbelo finally said. 

 “I think you’re right, Exec.”  Koester stepped over to the MSM and touched his hand to the panel.  

“Computer, recognize Koester, Fleet Captain Peter J.” 

 The ship’s main computer beeped softly, then said, “Recognized Fleet Captain Koester.” 

 “Shut down all command functions beginning in thirty minutes from my mark.” 

 Again the computer beeped acknowledgement, then stated, “Countdown timer to shut down all command 

functions set at thirty minutes.  Awaiting command to initiate countdown.” 

 “Computer: Mark!” 

 “Shut down of all command functions will commence in twenty nine minutes and fifty five seconds,” the 

computer said. 

 “Let’s go, Gentlemen,” Koester ordered, stepping toward the starboard turbolift.  “We don’t want to be late 

for the cook-out.” 

 “Definitely not,” Riker agreed as the six men entered the turbolift. 

 “Transporter room,” Koester ordered, and the doors swished shut. 

 

* * * * 

 

 An hour later, the ship’s cook-out was in full swing.  Most of the crew were present – some helping set up 

tables with snacks and drinks, others rowing or paddling boats out on the small lake, still others gathered around 

small fire pits, laughing and conversing – while others took advantage of their liberty to shop in the base’s recreation 

area or make use of other recreational facilities.  Even the Kairn exchange officer, Ensign Karr’rinak was enjoying 

the thrill of his first swim in the starbase lake. 

 Fleet Captain Koester was sitting in a reclining lounger near one such fire pit, sipping a soft drink from a 

cup and talking with Counselor Tanzia Gera, Chief Kyman, Kyman’s many-times great granddaughter and station 

science officer Lt Commander Makia Kyman, the captain’s wife and starbase chief of security Commander Michelle 

Petersen, and Ensign Cassie Koester while Nanook lay on the lounger next to the captain, happily chewing on a 

bone from one of the steaks being cooked on a nearby bar-b-que grill someone had tossed to him. 

 “So what was it like addressing the Romulan Senate?” Petersen asked her husband. 

 “I didn’t exactly address the Senate,” Koester corrected.  “All I did was present our preliminary report on 

the bombing of the new Senate building which T’Lees...” 

 Koester paused when he noticed his wife staring at his chest oddly.  Looking down, he noticed the five 

centimeter wide circle of red light that appeared there. 

 “Commander!  Why didn’t you let me know you were there?” Koester said, apparently addressing the 

circle of light. 

 “I did not wish to disturb your conversation, Captain,” a British-accented, slightly mechanical-sounding 

voice replied, coming from Koester’s combadge. 

 “What... Is... That...?” Commander Petersen asked, her eyes wide. 

 Koester looked at his wife and said, “Haven’t you ever met Commander Spot?  He’s one of my science 

officers.” 

 “Is he the Daminian crew member I’ve read about?” Petersen asked in amazement.  “I’ve heard a lot about 

the Daminians, but I’ve never met one!” 

 “A pleasure to make your acquaintance, Commander,” the voice said, this time coming from Petersen’s 

combadge. 

 “Likewise,” Petersen replied as she tried to resist the urge to reach over and touch the circle of light. 



 “Mister Spot was the first – and so-far only – Daminian to join Starfleet,” Koester explained.  “As you can 

imagine, a non-corporeal entity being admitted to Starfleet Academy caused a few problems, like how to conform 

with the athletic requirement.” 

 “They finally decided I was not required to participate in physical events, considering I do not have 

physicality,” Spot remarked with a chuckle. 

 “Will your daughter be following in your proverbial footsteps, Mister Spot?” Tanzia Gera, the red-haired 

joined-Trill ship’s counselor asked. 

 “She’s much too young to be considering a future in Starfleet already!  After all, she’s only... what?  Five 

or six?” Koester said before a thought occurred to him.  “How old were you when you entered the Academy, 

Commander?  What age is considered mature for a Daminian?” 

 “I entered the Academy at the equivalent of nine Earth years of age, Captain,” Spot replied.  “And yes, my 

daughter – even though she is only six of your years in age – has expressed the desire to enter the Academy and 

become a Starfleet engineering officer some day.” 

 “A very worthwhile goal,” Kyman stated. 

 “Speaking of my daughter, that was why I came to speak to you, Captain,” Spot added.  “I was wondering 

if you or your companions may have seen Dot recently?” Spot asked. 

 “Dot?” Peterson asked, looking puzzled. 

 “Spot’s daughter,” Koester explained. 

 “Of course,” Petersen said with an uncertain nod. 

 “And to answer your question, Commander, I have not seen Dot since we beamed aboard the station, but 

then again I haven’t exactly been looking for her either.”  He looked around at his companions and asked, “Anyone 

else?” 

 “What does... um... Dot look like?” Petersen asked. 

 “Much like myself, Commander,” Spot replied, once again through the security chief’s combadge.  “Except 

I am told her visible energy signature is more of a pink in color.” 

 The captain looked at those gathered around him, all of whom answered in the negative. 

 “COB, did Dot check out with you when she beamed off the ship?” Koester asked Chief Kyman. 

 “She didn’t check out with me, Skipper, but I had three of the transporter operators updating the manifest 

as they beamed the crew off yesterday and the prior evening.  I’m sure I would have received a notification if one of 

the crew went missing.”  Kyman got up to retrieve his records padd and make some inquiries. 

 “Don’t worry, Commander,” Koester assured his Daminian science officer.  “We’ll locate her.” 

 “I’m not worried, Captain,” Spot assured.  “I’m sure she’s here somewhere, and the station is a large 

facility.  She could be anywhere.” 

 “Or she could still be back aboard the ship for some reason.  Anyone know who was the last to see her?” 

 “I think she was working with Mister Wallace before the ship reached the station,” Cassie Koester said. 

 A moment later, Kyman returned.  The expression on his face indicated his news was probably not good. 

 “We may have a problem, Skipper,” the COB said.  “I checked with Chief Blackman and the others.  It 

appears Dot’s name was checked off accidentally.  One of our transporter operators was only recently assigned to 

the Dauntless, and thought another child – Dorothy Patch – was the ‘Dot’ listed on the crew manifest.  Then Miss 

Patch’s name got checked off when Chief Blackman checked the manifest and noticed her name was still listed as 

being aboard and confirmed she was actually with her parents here aboard the station already.” 

 Koester sat up and swung his legs off the lounger as he tapped his combadge. 

 “Captain to Commander Wallace.” 

 “Wallace here, sair,” came the quick reply. 

 “Mister Wallace, I was told you were working with Commander Spot’s daughter prior to the ship reaching 

the station?” 

 “Aye,” Wallace replied.  “She volunteered t’ help me make adjustments t’ several sensor systems in th’ 

science labs in preparation fer th’ sweep.” 

 “Did she ever check out with you?” Koester asked. 



 “No,” Wallace responded, “bu’ all th’ labs I safety checked prior t’ evac were empty.” 

 Koester looked at Kyman and said, “I have a bad feeling about this.”  He then said to Wallace before 

deactivating his combadge, “Thank you, Alasdair.  Koester, out.” 

 “What do you think, Skipper?” Kyman asked. 

 “We still have some time before the sweep is scheduled to begin.  I’m going to beam back aboard the 

Dauntless and take a quick look around and confirm Dot’s not still over there.” 

 Koester stood up, prompting a curious look from Nanook, and started moving toward the hub structure of 

the starbase. 

 “Can a baryon sweep hurt a Daminian?” Counselor Gera asked. 

 “Commander Spot?” Koester asked, pausing to look back at the red circle still on the lounge chair beside 

Nanook. 

 “Truthfully, I don’t know, Captain,” Spot replied.  “Nothing like a baryon sweep has ever been tested on 

me before.” 

 “Well, I don’t know the answer either, but I’m not willing to take the chance the sweep will be harmful – or 

potentially fatal – to Dot,” Koester stated.  “I’m beaming over there!” 

 “Hold on, Skipper,” Kyman called out.  “I’m coming with you.” 

 Koester looked at Kyman and said, “You don’t need to come with me, COB.” 

 “It was my responsibility to make sure everyone was off the ship,” Kyman stated.  “And two people can 

cover more ground than one.  I’m coming with you.” 

 “Agreed,” Koester said after another moment’s hesitation.  He then tapped his combadge once again and 

said, “Captain Koester to Starbase Ops.” 

 “Ops.  Commander Torres, duty officer.” 

 “Commander Torres, I have a situation that requires Chief Kyman and myself to beam back aboard the 

Dauntless before the sweep begins.” 

 “I wouldn’t recommend that, sir,” the half-Klingon starbase chief of operations replied.  “The baryon 

sweep is programmed to begin in just under an hour.” 

 “I realize that, Commander, but I’ve just been made aware that a member of our crew may still be aboard 

the ship and we need to make a quick sweep of our own to make sure the ship is empty.” 

 “Sensors have not detected anyone aboard the Dauntless since your senior staff beamed off, Captain.” 

 “The missing crew member is Daminian,” Koester explained.  “She may not show up on a routine sensor 

scan.” 

 “Understood,” Torres replied.  “Do you want me to send a few security guards with you?  It might make 

the search quicker.” 

 “I appreciate the offer, but Chief Kyman and I are very well acquainted with our ship.  I think the two of us 

could do it quicker than sending a bunch of personnel unfamiliar with the configuration of the Dauntless.” 

 “Very well.  I’ll inform Captain Pearson and Admiral Raiajh and have Transporter Room 28 on level 105 

standing by to beam you over as soon as you arrive.” 

 “Thank you, Commander.  Koester, out.”  The captain then turned to Chief Kyman and said, “Let’s hurry 

and find Dot, COB.” 

 “Right behind you, Skipper.” 

 

* * * * 

 

 The transporter materialized Koester and Kyman on the bridge of the starship Dauntless.  The lighting was 

very low, just bright enough for the two men to see.  As soon as the materialization process had finished, Koester 

tapped his combadge. 

 “Captain Koester to Dot.  Dot, please respond.” 

 Koester waited anxiously for a response, but Kyman simply shook his head. 



 “It’s not going to work, Skipper.  All command functions shut down half an hour ago, including internal 

communications.  The only people we can talk to via communicator are each other and the starbase.” 

 “Damn!” Koester cursed, knowing he should have realized this.  “That means turbolifts are going to be off-

line as well.  Hope your knees are strong, COB.” 

 “My knees?” Kyman asked, confused. 

 “Ever tour a starship using nothing but Jefferies tubes?” the captain asked as he reached down and opened 

the emergency access in the deck just in front of the command chair. 

 “Stronger than they used to be before I settled on Ba’ku, but this still isn’t going to be fun,” Kyman said.  

“What’s the plan?” 

 “We’ll assume if Dot is still aboard she’s still in or near one of the science labs,” Koester said.  “We only 

have about forty-five minutes before the baryon sweep begins.  I’ll take the labs on the starboard side of the primary 

hull.  You take the port side.” 

 “What about the few down in the engineering hull?” 

 “Not enough time.  We have to hope, if she’s even here, that she’s on the upper decks.” 

 “May all your hopes prove correct,” Kyman remarked. 

 “Keep in touch via communicator,” Koester said before leading Kyman down through the hatch. 

 The pair separated on deck 4 and started moving through the corridors, checking each lab as they went.  

Time was ticking by fast. 

 “Kyman to Koester.” 

 Koester tapped his combadge and responded, “Go ahead, COB.  Any luck?” 

 “I just finished with the labs on the port side of deck 5.  No sign of Dot at all, Skipper.  I’m beginning to 

believe she’s not here.” 

 “You may be right, COB.  I have a few more labs to check on deck 6.  I’ll meet you in 10-Forward in 

fifteen minutes.” 

 “You’re cutting it awfully close to the start of the baryon sweep, Skipper!” Kyman warned. 

 “I know, but I have to give Dot every chance I can,” the captain replied.  “Koester, out.” 

 Koester continued with a quick search of several more laboratories.  Both men were on deck 6 when 

Koester tapped a code into the lock of the next lab.  A slight hum that the captain felt more than he heard ceased and 

the door swished open.  “Dot?” Koester called into the room. 

 “Captain?!” a voice immediately responded through his combadge.  The voice sounded female, young, and 

scared. 

 “Dot, are you in here?” 

 Almost instantly, a small circle of pink light appeared right at his feet. 

 “Captain, you don’t know how glad I am to perceive you!” 

 “What happened, Dot?  Why didn’t you evacuate the ship with everyone else?” 

 “I couldn’t!  I was helping Commander Wallace here in the life-sciences lab when someone turned on the 

field diverters.  I got trapped within the diverter barrier until you just shut them down.” 

 Koester now knew what the hum he had sensed was, the diverter equipment set up to protect key pieces of 

equipment from the beam of the baryon sweep. 

 “Come on, we have to get out of here.  The baryon sweep is about to begin, and we need to rendezvous 

with Chief Kyman in 10-Forward!”  Koester then tapped his combadge and said, “Koester to Kyman!  I found Dot 

in the life-sciences lab.  We’re on our way to 10-Forward now!” 

 “Not a moment too soon, Skipper,” Kyman said, sounding relieved.  “I’ll see you there!” 

 “Come on, Dot,” Koester said as he rushed back out of the lab and down the corridor toward the nearest 

Jefferies tube junction. 

 “Already ahead of you, Captain,” Dot replied as the circle of light sped across the floor so fast she was 

barely visible. 



 A few minutes later, first Dot appeared through the partly opened doors of the starship’s main crew lounge, 

which had been propped open by the El-Aurian Chief, followed closely by Fleet Captain Koester as he squeezed 

through the half-open doors. 

 “Chief Kyman!” Dot exclaimed happily through the COB’s combadge.  “You came back for me too!” 

 “Good to see you again, Dot.  You too, Skipper.  Let’s get out of here.  The sweep’s going to start any 

second now!” 

 Koester agreed, then tapped his combadge just as he started feeling a subtle vibration begin in the deck 

beneath his feet.  He looked at Kyman with a concerned expression. 

 “Koester to Starbase Ops.” 

 “Ops.  Raiajh,” replied the voice of the station’s Vulcan-Deltan commanding officer.  “Be advised, 

Captain, the Remmler Array just commenced its baryon sweep.  You took a little longer than expected to call and 

Lieutenant Pel didn’t realize the automatic timer was set for 1000 hours.” 

 “Understood, Admiral.  Shouldn’t be a problem.  You have two humanoids and one non-corporeal 

Daminian standing by in 10-Forward for beam-out.” 

 “Stand by, Captain,” Raiajh responded.  Koester tapped the fingers of his right hand against his leg as he 

waited for the familiar tingle of the annular confinement field.  Several seconds later, Raiajh’s voice returned, this 

time with an irritated tone.  “We have a problem, Captain.” 

 Koester exchanged another look of alarm with Kyman before replying, “What kind of problem, Admiral?” 

 “Commander Torres is able to lock onto you and Chief Kyman – barely – but the baryon sweep is causing 

interference in the targeting scanners.  We’re unable to lock onto the Daminian life-sign.” 

 “Can you cease the sweep?  I know it would mean at least a twenty-four hour delay as the systems are re-

set, but better to err on the side of caution,” Koester suggested. 

 “Of course.  Stand by.” 

 “What’s going on, Skipper?” Kyman asked, moving closer to the captain. 

 “The sweep started before Ops could beam us out.  Now it’s causing interference and they can’t lock onto 

Dot.” 

 “You’re not going to leave me, are you, Captain?” Dot asked, her enhanced voice again sounding 

frightened. 

 “I would never do that, Dot,” Koester assured, his fingers again impatiently drumming against his leg.  

“What is taking them so long?” 

 Almost as if in answer, Raiajh’s voice returned, saying, “Captain, we have another problem.  The Remmler 

Array is not responding to the order to shut-down.” 

 “What do you mean?” Koester asked. 

 “I mean we can’t shut down the sweep.  As far as Commander Torres and Lieutenant Pel can ascertain at 

present, the sweep will only cease once it has run its full course.” 

 Koester turned to Kyman and said, loud enough for Raiajh to hear as well, “We need to find a way off this 

ship, and quick!” 

 “How about a shuttlecraft?” Kyman suggested. 

 “Good idea, COB!  We just need to get to the shuttlebay.”  Koester then addressed Raiajh as he said, 

“Admiral, we’re going to try and take out a shuttlecraft.  Let us know if you manage to correct the problem in the 

meantime.” 

 “You’ll be the second to know, Captain,” Raiajh assured.  “Good luck.  Ops, out.” 

 “What now, Captain?” Dot asked, her circle of light undulating slightly, much like a scared child would 

shake in fear. 

 “Back into the Jefferies tubes,” Koester said before leading the way out of the lounge. 

 

* * * * 

 



 It took nearly half an hour for Koester and Kyman to crawl their way through the Jefferies Tubes from the 

extreme forward area of deck 10 to the aft area of deck 7.  In the meantime, Dot – whose own method of travel was 

only limited by the speed of light – had gone ahead and, with the captain’s approval, started warming up one of the 

shuttlecraft that were normally standing by for short-notice launch.  Koester and Kyman were just crawling out of 

the Jefferies tube junction in the main shuttlebay when the starbase contacted them again. 

 “Ops to Captain Koester.” 

 “Go ahead, Admiral,” Koester replied. 

 “I have good news and bad news for you,” Raiajh announced.  “The good news is we’ve determined what 

caused the fault in the Remmler Array.” 

 “And that is?” 

 “The most recent vessel to be swept by the Array prior to the Dauntless was the USS Corsair.  The Corsair 

is equipped with an experimental phase-cloaking device developed by Commander Hans Spaak and his first mate, 

Topuc.  Commander Torres has determined that the sweep of the phase-cloak introduced a defect into the Array that 

won’t let us shut it down until the current sweep is complete.  We can then fix the damage.” 

 “And the bad news?” 

 “As I said, there is no way to shut down the baryon sweep until the current cycle is complete.  We can’t 

even deactivate the tractor beams holding the Dauntless in place.  Unless you want to beam out without your 

Daminian crew member, you need to find a way out of there yourself.” 

 “We may have that problem solved already, Admiral,” Koester said with a smile as he looked across the 

deck at the shuttlecraft Khitomer already warmed up and ready to launch.  “We just reached the shuttlebay.  Should 

be back aboard the station in time for hot dogs and hamburgers!” 

 “Very well.  Contact me when you’re clear of the array.  Ops, out.” 

 Koester and Kyman stepped up the open ramp of the shuttlecraft, within which Dot already waited, and 

took their seats in the cockpit. 

 “Thrusters standing by, Skipper,” Kyman reported, reviewing the shuttle’s status displays. 

 “Impulse engines are ready.  All we need to do is open...” 

 Kyman looked over at the captain as the other man’s voice trailed off into silence and saw his commanding 

officer staring out the forward viewport, the veins on each side of his head starting to throb. 

 “What’s wrong, Skipper?” 

 “Command functions have been disabled, COB!  We can’t open the shuttlebay door!” 

 Kyman felt a sinking feeling in the pit of his stomach as he realized Koester was right, and that with the 

sweep on-going, there was no way to restore any command functions.  They were essentially trapped inside their 

own starship. 

 “What now?” Kyman asked. 

 “Give me a moment to think!” Koester barked at his COB without meaning to.  Finally, after nearly a 

whole minute, he snapped his fingers and said, “The Marine Hanger!” 

 “Shuttlebay 2?” Kyman asked as she started to follow Koester back out of the Khitomer.  “But Skipper, 

wouldn’t we have the same problem down there we’re having here?  No way to open the bay doors!” 

 “We may not be able to open the bay doors normally, COB,” Koester said, an intense look in his eyes as 

the two men crossed the shuttlebay deck toward the Jefferies tube hatch again, the pink circle of light that was Dot 

trailing closely behind.  “But the ships down there are armed and heavily shielded!  We can blast our way out 

through the doors if necessary!” 

 “Sounds dangerous, Skipper, but under the circumstances I don’t see any other option,” Kyman agreed as 

the three entered the Jefferies tubes. 

 

* * * * 

 



 Back in Starbase Ops, Lieutenant (JG) Ashari Pel had one of the transporter pads open, making adjustments 

to the targeting scanner and Heisenberg compensator, while Lt Commander B’Elanna Torres ran a level-2 diagnostic 

on the control console nearby. 

 “If we overpower the scanners in order to lock on to the Daminian, it’s going to overload the compensator 

and we risk losing the pattern of whoever is in the buffer, Commander,” Pel remarked, running a diagnostic tricorder 

over the equipment.  “We need to find some way of boosting the signal at its source instead of looping the pattern 

once it has already reached the station.” 

 “I realize that, Lieutenant,” Torres replied as the results of the diagnostic test appeared on the console 

screen.  “But with the transporter system aboard the Dauntless shut down, we can only make do with the equipment 

we have.  What if we tied the Ops system in with the transporters on level 105?” 

 Vice Admiral Val’ri Raiajh chose that moment to approach her two subordinates. 

 “Any progress, Commander?” she asked. 

 “Some,” Torres said, looking at the admiral.  “I’m confident we can now easily lock onto Captain Koester 

and Chief Kyman.  However, I’m still having problems targeting and locking on to the Daminian.  The sweep is 

causing a lot of interference throughout the Dauntless.  Unless we can somehow get her away from the vicinity of 

the Array...” 

 “Which we can’t do unless we get her off the ship,” Raiajh finished her operations officer’s sentence in 

frustration. 

 “Did Commander Spaak tell you why he never mentioned this fault in the Remmler Array could be caused 

by the equipment he installed aboard the Corsair?” 

 “I spoke with the Commander a little while ago and he genuinely did not know,” Raiajh replied.  “First off, 

his ship doesn’t travel as often at high warp during normal operations as our starships do.  Secondly, another of 

Topuc’s little inventions installed aboard the Pariah disperses the baryon radiation build-up in the hull whenever the 

warp drive is off-line.  Since the device doesn’t use a baryon sweep beam like the Remmler Array, there is no need 

to evacuate the ship like we have to do, nor does the radiation build up to the same degree, since it’s almost 

constantly being dealt with.” 

 “And why didn’t he install that little piece of equipment aboard the Corsair too?  It would have saved us a 

lot of problems,” Torres complained. 

 “Keep in mind the Pariah used to be an Orion vessel.  The technology Topuc used to develop his radiation 

disperser is incompatible with Federation starships.” 

 Torres shook her head slightly, then asked, “What do you want us to do?” 

 “Keep working on it.  Maybe we might get lucky before the baryon sweep kills everyone over there,” 

Raiajh ordered. 

 

* * * * 

 

 After the better part of an hour, Koester, Kyman, and Dot were nearing the aft end of the Sovereign-class 

starship.  They had climbed down eight decks vertically and crawled over two hundred meters horizontally to make 

it as far as they already had.  Dot had offered to go ahead and warm up whichever vessel was in launch position in 

the hanger used by the embarked Starfleet Marine Special Contingent 41, but Koester – reluctant to let the Daminian 

out of sight so close to their goal and knowing there was no way a ‘civilian’ would be able to initiate the start-up 

sequence of either a Hornet or Peregrine-class fighter – had denied his permission. 

 “How much longer, Skipper?” Kyman asked, sweat pouring down the El-Aurian’s face and soaking his 

uniform as the trio crawled out into another tube intersection and stopped to rest for a moment. 

 “We’re about fifty meters aft of main engineering,” Koester said, reading the location code consisting of 

deck, frame number, and distance from centerline displayed on a small plate attached to the bulkhead near the 

ladder.  “We can get out of the Jefferies tube network at the next junction in about another twenty five or thirty 

meters and use the regular corridors from there.” 



 Koester wiped his forehead with the sleeve of his uniform, wishing not for the first time the replicators 

were functioning so he could grab a cold drink of water.  Instead, he took a deep, cleansing breath and was about to 

suggest they continue on when Kyman said, “Do you hear that, Skipper?” 

 Koester closed his eyes in concentration.  It took some effort, but eventually he could hear the low hum 

coming from further aft. 

 “Oh no,” he said before pulling the manual door handle on the aft-most junction door.  As soon as the small 

door opened, the junction was filled with the high-pitched humming sound and the green glow of the baryon sweep 

beam – only three meters from the junction in which they now stood – slowly moving toward them. 

 “Damn!” Koester cursed.  “Quick!  Back the way we came!” 

 Kyman and Koester dove into the forward tube, followed along by Dot, and crawled as quickly as they 

could. 

 “Where do we go, Captain?” Dot asked, her circle of light pacing alongside Koester. 

 “I don’t know, Dot.  As far forward as possible I guess.” 

 “Skipper, didn’t you say we’re only a short distance from main engineering?” Kyman asked, still in the 

lead. 

 “Yes, but how does that help?  The sweep will eventually reach there as well.” 

 “But didn’t Commander Bloom install several field diverters there?” Kyman asked.  “Maybe we can use 

them to create some kind of temporary shelter for ourselves until the beam passes?” 

 “Brilliant, COB!  Get out of the tube at the next junction and enter the corridor.  Main engineering isn’t too 

far away.” 

 “Field diverters!?” Dot said, her ‘voice’ almost sounding like she was crying.  “Must we, Captain?  They 

hurt!  They hurt me a lot!” 

 “I’m sorry, Dot, but given the choice of being in pain for a short time or being killed even more painfully 

by the sweep, I choose the former,” Koester said.  “I would recommend you do too.” 

 A short time later the trio arrived in front of the doors into engineering.  As expected, they did not open due 

to the ship’s functions being off-line.  Koester pulled open a panel to the right of the door and reached in to grab the 

manual release handle inside.  A moment later the doors parted slightly and Kyman pried them further apart. 

 Main engineering was almost completely dark, the only light coming from a pair of small work lamps the 

engineering staff had left behind and the control panels of the half-dozen field diverters attached to or surrounding 

vital pieces of equipment which could potentially be damaged or destroyed by the baryon sweep, such as the ship’s 

bio-neural gel packs. 

 “Quickly,” Koester said as he moved toward the closest diverter.  “We haven’t much time.” 

 Koester and Kyman moved the two largest, free-standing diverters toward the open area just behind the tall, 

dark warp core.  They then went to remove several of the smaller units to place around the edges in hopes the 

overlapping field would protect them.  Every now and then Koester would glance over toward the area near the main 

control console in front of the core to make sure Dot was still there and had not wandered off for any reason, but she 

never moved. 

 “Are you ready to take a reading?” Koester asked as he relocated another small diverter and tried to line it 

up with the others by sight. 

 “Ready, Skipper,” replied Kyman, who had grabbed a tricorder to measure the diverter field and make sure 

there were no major gaps in their emergency shelter. 

 “Activating diverter field,” Koester said as he pressed several control buttons from inside the ‘enclosure.’  

The vibration the system produced caused his teeth to chatter slightly. 

 “No good, Skipper,” Kyman said in disgust after taking readings for several seconds.  “It’s too small for 

two adult humanoids.  Besides, we’ve got a five centimeter gap in the forward-port corner and a fifteen centimeter 

opening at the very back.  We’re going to need to put the last two diverters into place.” 

 “I’m not sure we’ll have time, COB,” Koester said as he shut down the equipment again.  “The sweep can’t 

be too far behind...” 



 Right at that moment, the transparent green sweep field emerged through the tall aft bulkhead, filling 

engineering with a bright green glow.  Koester looked toward where two more field diverters were still installed 

over two consoles and debated whether he and Kyman could still grab them, drag them to where the others had been 

assembled, activate them with everyone inside, and survive.  He did not like the odds. 

 “Evacuate engineering!” Koester shouted.  Both he and Kyman then headed toward the open door.  Koester 

paused at the door when he noticed Dot was not following them.  He looked back and noticed she had in fact moved 

several meters closer to the sweep. 

 “Dot!” he called out.  For a moment the Daminian seemed like she would ignore the captain as she inched 

closer to the beam.  “Dot, let’s go!”  Finally the circle of pink light started moving toward Koester and the door. 

 “Yes, Captain,” Dot said as she passed him. 

 Koester watched as the baryon sweep started to pass through equipment that had been covered by field 

diverters before they entered engineering.  One console erupted in sparks and along the port bulkhead several gel 

packs seemed to twitch slightly before their contents – normally a slight blue in color when operating as designed – 

turned a sickly grey.  Then, without another moment’s hesitation, Koester turned and rushed to join his two 

shipmates. 

 “Where are we heading, Skipper?” Kyman asked. 

 “Should we go back to 10-Forward?” Dot suggested through Koester’s combadge.  “At least we would 

have the maximum time possible to figure out what to do.” 

 Kyman pulled open the entrance to another Jefferies tube and started crawling in as he suggested, “Maybe 

the starbase can send a shuttle to wait just outside the lounge windows and beam us all aboard?” 

 “Only trouble with that idea is the sweep interference would still prevent the shuttle from locking on to 

Dot,” Koester said as he followed the other two into the tube.  “Same problem we’ve had all along.” 

 As Koester crawled along through the tube, he noticed Dot suddenly stop in place.  He paused, sitting on 

his hip as he faced the small circle of light and asked, “What’s wrong, Dot?” 

 “Maybe you should just go and leave me here, Captain?” Dot suggested. 

 “What?!  No!” Koester exclaimed.  “We came back here to get you.  We’re not leaving you behind now!” 

 “But Captain, we could all die if you stay!” Dot insisted.  “And besides, how do we know the baryon sweep 

will kill me?  After all, I’m not a living organic being!  It could simply pass over me with no harm!” 

 “Or it could leave you alive but in terrible, debilitating pain for the rest of your life,” Koester pointed out.  

“After all, you said just being trapped in the diverter field was torture.  Or, the baryon sweep could simply kill you.  

I’m not going to let that happen!  Now come on, let’s get moving before the beam catches up to all of us.” 

 Koester got back on his knees and moved forward slightly before looking back at Dot.  The Daminian 

hesitated for several more seconds before finally moving up beside Koester. 

 “Thank you, Captain,” she said sincerely. 

 As the trio continued their hard climb back up through the Dauntless, Koester commented, “If only the 

COB’s idea would work and we could just park a shuttlecraft...” 

 Koester suddenly stopped crawling, a look of wonder on his face.  “Son of a...!  How could I have been so 

stupid!” 

 “What is it, Skipper?” Kyman asked. 

 “We need to get back to the main shuttlebay!  Now!” Koester exclaimed. 

 As Koester sped up and passed Kyman, the El-Aurian looked at his captain with confusion. 

 “But Skipper...!” he finally said as he tried to catch up with Koester.  “We still can’t open the shuttlebay 

door!” 

 “I know that, but we don’t need to!” Koester said back over his shoulder. 

 “You’ve thought of something?!?” Dot asked, excitedly keeping pace beside the captain. 

 “Our problem has been that external transporter targeting scanners cannot lock onto you because of the 

baryon sweep interference, Dot,” Koester explained.  “But we can use the transporter in one of our shuttlecraft and 

synchronize it with the station to beam us all over!” 



 “But, Skipper,” Kyman said.  “It takes a good half hour or more to warm up a shuttlecraft’s auxiliary 

systems.  Do we have that kind of time before the sweep reaches the main shuttlebay?” 

 “We already prepped and warmed up the Khitomer, COB,” Koester reminded.  “It’s been sitting there in 

stand-by the whole time we’ve been crawling hither and yon.”  He then tapped his combadge as he crawled and said, 

“Koester to Ops.” 

 “Ops.  Raiajh.  Tell me you have good news, Peter!” 

 “We might, Admiral,” Koester replied before describing what he had in mind.  “Do you think it will 

work?” 

 “Commander Torres and Lieutenant Pel seem fairly confident that, as long as your shuttlecraft transporter 

can lock onto the Daminian, they can beam you back here.” 

 “That’s good to hear,” Koester said with a smile.  “We’ll contact you again as soon as we’re in the 

shuttlebay.” 

 

* * * * 

 

 Several minutes later the trio reached the main shuttlebay.  Both Koester and Kyman were tired and winded 

from their extended climb and crawl, and even Dot was not as bright as she typically was.  All three made for the 

still-open Khitomer just as the baryon sweep field passed through the large aft door and slowly started to cross the 

deck toward them. 

 As soon as they were inside the shuttlecraft, Koester activated the transporter system and crossed his 

fingers.  Part of him believed the interference might be too strong even for their current plan, but much to his relief 

the system engaged and detected three life-form readings. 

 “It’s working!” Koester shouted as Kyman nervously looked out through the forward viewport at the 

steadily approaching sweep beam. 

 “How much longer, Skipper?” he asked.  “The sweep is getting awfully close!” 

 “It’s going to take some time to synchronize the two systems,” Koester admitted as he activated his 

communicator.  “Khitomer to Starbase Ops.  Standing by to synchronize beams.” 

 “Understood, Captain,” replied the voice of Commander Torres.  “This should only take a moment.” 

 “The beam is five meters distant, Skipper,” Kyman reported. 

 “Just a minute or two more, COB,” Koester said. 

 Beads of sweat formed on the El-Aurian man’s brow as he watched the sweep grow evermore closer.  As 

the seconds ticked by he finally said, “We either need to beam out now or abandon the shuttle and move further 

forward and hope we can find some other way off the ship!” 

 “Just a few more seconds, COB!” Koester said, following Torres instructions and changing various settings 

on the small ceiling-mounted transporter unit. 

 Kyman watched as the beam literally touched the nose of the shuttlecraft.  He was about to turn around and 

tell the captain they had to leave right that second when an indicator light on the transporter control turned green. 

 “We’re synchronized!” Koester exclaimed with glee.  “Cob!  Dot!  Get close!” 

 Both the El-Aurian and pink circle of light moved as close as possible to Koester just as he pressed one last 

control, then shouted, “Now, Commander!”  A moment later the sweep entered the cockpit of the shuttle just as the 

transporter activated and the trio dematerialized. 

 

* * * * 

 

 In Starbase Ops, Captain Pearson, Lieutenant Pel, Admiral Raiajh, and Commander Petersen – who had 

been informed about the situation regarding her husband – stood around the master systems display as Torres 

manipulated the transporter control console.  The transporter unit, located at the far end of Ops beneath the main 

viewscreen display, hummed to life and two humanoid figures quickly materialized on the platform.  Petersen 



rushed over to embrace her husband.  As he extricated himself from his wife’s tight grasp, he looked around on the 

platform around his feet.  “Where’s Dot?” he asked. 

 “Dot?” Kyman called out. 

 “Over here!” 

 Koester and Kyman looked around, unable to see any circles of pink light anywhere.  Koester finally said, 

“Taking into consideration that your ‘voice’ comes out of my combadge, saying ‘Over here!’ doesn’t exactly help us 

locate you!” 

 “On the console, Captain.” 

 Raiajh and Pearson turned around to see a five centimeter wide circle of pink light almost dead center on 

top of the master systems console.  “Welcome aboard the station, Dot,” Pearson said with a smile. 

 “Very glad to be here, ma’am,” Dot replied.  “Captain?  Can I go find my father now?” 

 “Of course, I’m sure he’s...” 

 Before Koester could even finish his sentence, Dot was gone from Ops at the speed of light. 

 “...very worried... about... you...”  Koester then looked at Kyman as he placed his arm around his wife’s 

waist.  “Well, COB, what do you say we get back to the cookout?  I could certainly use a drink or two …or ten, and 

something a little stronger than soda.” 

 “I’m with you, Skipper,” Kyman remarked as he fell into step with the captain and the three officers 

walked toward the turbolifts.  “I hope they saved some ribs!” 

 

* * * * 

 

Captain’s log, stardate 67121.3: 

Our baryon sweep complete, Dauntless is once again station keeping just outside the 

spacedock of Starbase 719.  The Remmler Array has been repaired and awaits the next 

starship, USS Triton, and our crew has all transported back aboard the ship and is 

preparing to resume our primary mission. 

In addition to the crew repairing the damage caused by my removal of the field diverters 

in engineering and replacing a lot of dead plants in the arboretum, Commanders Bloom 

and Wallace tell me they are conducting an experiment with the aid of Commander Spot. 

Koester, commanding Dauntless, out. 

 

 

 Koester entered the life-sciences lab where he had found Dot during the recent crisis.  Gathered inside were 

Commanders Bloom and Wallace and Chief Kyman.  The latter had a disgusted look on his face as the doors 

swished shut behind the captain. 

 “You wanted to see me, Commander?” Koester said to Wallace. 

 “Aye,” the Scotsman replied.  “I think we finally have an answer t’ one o’ the questions you posed earlier 

in th’ week.” 

 “What question was that?” Koester asked, somewhat confused. 

 “Would a baryon sweep beam injure or kill a Daminian?” Bloom reminded.  “We’ve been conducting a 

few tests with the aid of Mister Spot.” 

 It was only then that Koester noticed the circle of red light sitting atop the nearby lab table amid several 

pieces of jury-rigged equipment. 

 “We put together an array that can produce a very low-powered baryon sweep beam that we can control 

precisely,” Bloom continued.  “Watch what happens.  Mister Spot?” 

 Koester watched as Spot moved to the center of the makeshift array.  A moment later Bloom energized the 

beam.  A smaller version of the baryon sweep appeared between the array panels.  As the chief engineer 



manipulated the controls, the beam moved closer to the circle of light that was the Daminian officer.  As the beam 

started to touch Spot’s edge, a hysterical sound emerged from Koester’s combadge. 

 “What is that?  Are you hurting him?!” Koester demanded to know. 

 “I’m... quite fine... Captain...,” Spot said between what Koester now realized was laughter.  “The beam 

creates a sensation that I believe most humanoids would call a tickle.  It is quite... stimulating!” 

 As Spot’s laughter continued, Bloom ran the beam back and forth across the Daminian.  Koester looked at 

Wallace and Kyman and said, “You mean it was all just a wild goose chase??  We risked our lives for nothing?!” 

 “It was far from nothing, Captain,” a new, female voice said through Koester’s combadge.  Koester now 

saw Dot sitting on the table near the mock array’s control panel.  “You believed I was in mortal danger.  And even if 

it turns out I was not in any actual danger, I was alone and scared, and both you and Chief Kyman came to rescue 

me,” she said.  “And for that I will forever be grateful, Captain.” 

 Koester’s outrage evaporated at Dot’s words.  Even Kyman looked less upset than he had when the captain 

walked in the room. 

 “It’s nothing I wouldn’t have done for any other member of my crew, Dot,” Koester assured. 

 Dot suddenly appeared on the lab table directly in front of the captain and said, “If there ever comes a time 

when your life is in danger, Captain, I hope I get the opportunity to return the favor.” 

 “Thank you, Dot.  I just hope that is never actually required of you,” Koester said.  He then looked at 

Wallace and Bloom and said, “What are you all doing playing around in here?  We have a mission to get back to!  

We depart the station in less than 24 hours.” 

 “Aye, sir!” Wallace, Bloom, and Kyman all replied. 

 

The End 


